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back, with dejected countenance and wearing only a loin-cloth made of old, tattered
rags; and being askt the reason by the king, he said: " Noble sir, why do you ask ?
I am a gambler, and in playing today I have lost all, and have come hither, fearing the
necessity of giving up something else. For:
2.   O pale man with face scratcht by your finger-nails, is the play, characteristic
of good and bad men alike, which is practist alike in slaughter-houses and in
temples, favorable to you ? "
Then the king, beholding his misery, said with his unequalled compassion: "Hear, my
friend!
3.   Fate tricks those who seek money by gambling, honor by service, and enjoy-
ment by begging."
Hearing this he said: ** Sir, you do not know the joy of gambling. For nectar [or,
iTnm.ortfi.1jty, heaven] is nothing but a name; food is attended by pain [or, punningly,
digestion]; ornamentation gives pleasure to nothing but pride; the pleasures of
women are unsatisfactory because undependable; the trio of song, dance, and (instru-
mental) music is dependent on other people; and the pleasure of the Supreme Soul is
unattainable; therefore in this unprofitable round of existence the cream of all is the
joy of the play, so that even ascetics cherish the desire to become absorbed in it. For:
4.   As the gambler meditates on the game, as one separated from his mistress
meditates on her, as an archer who shoots from the radha-position meditates on
the mark, so I meditate on you, O God! "
Hearing this the king thought: " Alas!
5.   Ignorance surely is an evil even greater than all the vices of anger and so on;
a man enwrapt in it does not know a good object from a bad."
Then the king gave him instruction. And he said: " If you are devoted to the service
of others, then do a certain thing for me." The king said: " If you will give up the
vice of gambling, then I will do it." He said: "So be it." Then he said: "On Mount
Ratnasanu there is a goddess Manahsiddhi. Before her shrine there is a spring, and its
door shuts one instant and opens the next. Whoever is clever enough to get in there,
if he takes water from the spring, and performs a bath for the goddess (*s statue), and
paying homage to her offers his own head as a sacrifice, to him the goddess gives what-
ever boon he desires. But I cannot do this." Hearing this the king went thither, and
by his dexterity brought out some water, and having performed the homage and the
bath was about to make an offering of his own head, when the goddess appeared before
him and gave him a boon. But the king caused that boon to be given to the gambler,
and returned to his city. In the words of the verse:
6.   Having first performed a bath for the goddess with water from her spring, and
offered 'homage and his own head as a sacrifice, he gave the boon obtained to a
gambler; ah, truly generous was this Vikrama!
Therefore, O king, if such magnanimity is found in you, then mount upon this
throne.
Here ends the twenty-seventh story in the Thirty-two Tales of the Throne